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Playing it Smooth 


Author's Notes: 
This was a request from someone to do a Lars/Jason story. They are very cute so | decided to take a break 
from James/Lars and do something different. Hope you enjoy. 


He's only been in the band a couple of months. 


That's why this is problem, ‘cause he's only been here a little while. We're still breaking him in, we're still 


trying to come to terms with what happened. 


But | can't help myself, never could. Fuck! I've always had impulse control issues. Fuck, fuck, fuck! Why do | keep 
thinking about him like that? It's stupid, | barely even know him. We're still giving him shit, hazing him, just 
enough to break the fan out of him. 


This is such a bad fucking idea. | shouldn't be here but | can't stop myself, standing outside his door like some 
fucking lovesick puppy. Pathetic, Ulrich, just fucking pathetic. He's only been in the band for a little while, for 
fucks sake! 


| always get this way, all obsessive and crazy, when there's someone new | want. Augh, it's his fault anyway, 
for being so fucking cute. Why does he have to be all endearingly dorky, wear those loser glasses, make me 
laugh with his stupid jokes? Cause he wants to drive me crazy, that's why! Fuck on a stick, why do | have 
such a thing about guys in glasses?! 

Fucking James and fucking Kirk are partially to blame for this, always going off to play ‘hide the guitar pick 
together. What does that mean for me? Hmm? What about Lars? When your two best friends are off sucking 
face you get a little lonely. 

Ok, a lot lonely. 

Alright, no more arsing around! All | gotta do is knock on the door and he'll answer and I'll say "Hi" and he'll say 
"Hey Lars, what's up?" and I'll say "Nothing much, dude. Can | come in?" and he'll say "Sure man, let's get a 
movie and make out." 

There might be a little wistful thinking in there but there's nothing wrong with aiming high, is there? 


Ok, gonna knock on the door now. 


Eep, | can hear him moving around in there. Fuck! He's gonna answer. This is too much! Abort, Ulrich, abort the 


plan! Gotta make a run for il 

Fuck, shit, fuck! The door's opening, too late now! 

"Hey Lars, what's up?" 

'Uh.not much, Jase. H-how're you going?" 

"Yeah, not bad," he frowns slightly at me, "is everything ok, Lars.you're looking very sweaty tonight?" 
Fucking fuck! Why me? 

| laugh. That's it, just keep things casual, play it cool 

"Im fine thanks man, just been working out! 


Pfft, yeah right! If working out can be defined as eating a box of chocolates by myself and drinking 4 cans of 


soda. 
"Oh cool, | ordered a movie. Wanna watch it with me?" 


Eeeeee! | would like that Jase, I'd like that a whole fucking lot! We'll watch a movie, throw back a couple of 


beers sitting next to each other on the bed, slowly moving closer together, I'll oh so casually let my hand rest 
on your thigh, you'll put an arm over my shoulder and then hey presto! We're fucking like rabbits! 


"Yeah, sounds cool. | got nothing else to do." 

Playing it cool, playing it smooth. 

| swan in, Jason closes the door behind us. | throw myself down on the bed (in an alluring manner, of course) 
and yell out that I'm going to order us some beers and if he wants anything else. He's in the bathroom, and 
yells back | should order us some nachos, he's hungry. 

Ok, call down to reception, beer and nachos for two. Romantic and manly at the same time, | like it. 

"Movie's gonna start in about 10," he says, bouncing out of the bathroom, "Have you seen Lethal Weapon?" 
Not really my kind of movie, to be honest, "Man, I've been wanting to see that one!" 


"Awesome!" he jumps onto the bed and plumps the pillows behind him. 


Ugh, he's wearing his glasses. Fuck, | want to fucking kiss him with those glasses on. Why is he so fucking 


cute? It's not fair. 
He starts talking about this bike he bought a couple of weeks ago while we wait for the movie and our beer 
and nachos. | try to keep track and talk back but | keep being distracted by his bare legs poking out of his 


boxer shorts. Argh, he has rice legs tool 


The movie starts and our food and drink comes soon after. Man, Jason is so bouncy. He doesn't walk, he 


bounces. He bounces to the door, he bounces across the stage, just bouncy, bouncy, bouncy all the time. 
Fuck, | wonder if he's so bouncy in bed.. 
Whoa, ok, no getting ahead of ourselves here. Gotta keep playing it smooth. 


He gets distracted by the movie easily. There's lots of explosions and car chases. All | have to do is move a 


little closer... 
Yep, that's all | have to do, shift over a little.. 
Argh! He just fucking moved! Fuck, fuck, fuck! 


Aw, who am | kidding. He's not interested. He probably likes girls anyway, all the cute ones do. Well, either they 


like girls or they like Kirk. Nobody wants a short-ass drummer with too much mouth and not enough sense. 


| sit through the rest of the movie, bored out of my mind. Who the fuck pays to watch this crap? Oh, that's 
right, cute metal bassists do. The beer is cheap and the nachos are a little stale as well but he gobbles it 


down. Fuck, he's even cute with melted cheese on his chin. 

Maybe it won't be so bad being alone for the rest of my life. Lots of people are single and loveless and they 
life full happy lives. You don't need to be in a relationship to be validated as a person. | am an independent, 
intelligent artist, | don't need Jason! | don't need anyone! 

Aww, who am | fucking kidding, I'm so frikken lonely. 

Shit, the movie's ending too. | guess this means | have to go back to my room, back to my big, cold, empty 
bed. Back to a shower and a routine session of jerking off and then drinking myself to sleep. Whee-hee, another 


exciting night! 


Jase turns to me and smiles wide under his glasses, "Wasn't that awesome! Did you see when the car 


exploded?" 

| smile weakly, "Yeah, it was great, dude." 

God, he's so cute, so enthusiastic about everything. Augh, he's looking at me all earnest and sweet. He has no 
fucking idea how | feel, it was stupid of me to even think | should try it out with him. | blame James and Kirk, 
making me think in-band relationships were a good idea. They so aren't. Fuck, he's only been here a couple of 
months! 

Jason shifts a little closer, he's blinking at me from behind those cute glasses. 


"So." he says. He licks a tiny scrap of nacho cheese off his bottom lip.. 


"You wanna fuck?" 


